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The Prisoner of Hope. 

Oh sonlt within thy gloomy cell, 
Fast bound by sin's soft silken rope! 
There ie a troth that makes me think 
Thou art a "Prisoner of Hope," 

The Son of God came down from heaven 
To set the sighing prisoner free, 
Thy penitence has made me hope 
That precious promise was for thee ! 

Hark t hark ! far down the corridor 
I bear a footfall on the floor, 
A key turns in that rusty look, 
And Christ flings wide the heavy door. 

A.nd now this liberty enjoy, 
Wherewith thy Lord has made'thec free, 
But still, my soul, do not forget, 
A larger prison holdeth thee. 

This world is that sad prison house, 
A few more years thou still must grope, 
Midst confines thou canst not escape, 
But, thou'rt a "Prisoner of Hope P* 

Unto thy heavenly "stronghold" turn, 
And Boon once more thy Lord shall come, 
He'll burst these bars, and thou shall change 
Earth's prison house for heaven's home. 

— Ski.. 


Gathered One By One. 


Sermon preached at the rimer*! of William Gripe, by E. L. Hll- 
d« brand, Feb. lit, 1888, at Edna Mills, Ind. Published by request. 

Text-. "Ye shall be gathered one by one." Isaiah 27: 12. 
Obituary elsewhere. 

It is meet at this hour that words of condolence 
should be spoken. We come not to ruffle the feel- 
ings, but to comfort the bereft and to pay a tribute 
«f respect to our brother who has fallen asleep. 

The flesh shrinks from the tomb, while the mind 
it filled with awe as it views of eternity. We 
stand on the beach of the measureless ocean and 
exclaim in wonderment, "what is man that thou 
art mindful of him, and the Son of man that thou 
▼Isitest him ?" Yet while gazing on the measure- 
less expanse, there comes a still, small voice, tell- 
ing us that "It is not all of life to live, or all of 
death to die." But ultimately "we shall know as 
we ate known. 

The omnipotent hand that formed the universe 
shaped the earth and gave us our beings, has pow 
«r to dissolve all. He who controls the destiny of 
all, "has appointed unto man once to die." But the 
mmo being has decreed, "as in Adam all die, even 
so in Christ shall all be made alive, every man in 
his own order; Christ the first fruits, afterwards 
they that are Christ's at his coming," and then 
*we shall be like him." Blessed thought. 

The tastes, passions and desires implanted with- 
in ua are but the longings' of the soul to enter the 
great supply station, the lesser magnets yielding 
to the influence of the greater, the God given jew- 
els pleading to r.se higher. 

Although selfishnesss causes us to mourn over 
the departed and to quail at the thought of death, 
jH the blessed Christ can wipi? away all tears, and 
he has the robbed the grave of its terror. "Weep 
ing may endure for a season but joy comcth in the 
morning." "Death iB swallowed up in victory." 
"Thanks be to God who giveth us the victory 
through JeBus Christ our Lord." 

The tomb that once was a dungeon of despair 
has become the vestibule to a royal palace. Sack' 
cloth and ashes have been supplanted by the love 
ol God and the redemption song. "Jesus the 
aweetesl name on mortal tongue," traveled through 
the valley and shadow of death and ascended the 
height beyond and beckoned back, l, I am the res- 
urrection and the life ; he that believeth in me, 
though he were dead yet shall he live; and whoso- 
ever liveth and believeth in me shall never die," 
He "loosed the pains of dtalh" by his voluntary 
sacrifice and thus "brought life and immortality to 

light," 

He demonstrated the certainly of a resurrection 
by reappearing among men with his pierced side, 
aearred hands and feet, then while surrounded by 
his devoted followers, was received up into heaven 
T»bere he "sat down at the right hand of God," to 
intercede for ua," whence he sent the glorious mea- 
Mge, "Hold last till I come, for behold 1 come 
•juickly to receive you unto myself, that where I 


am the re ye may be also." Christ our Saviour, 
has prepared a borne towards which the children of 
men are pressing "one by one." Jesus, the peo- 
ple's hope, the nation's Btrength, and the world's 
king, has robbed death of its sting and the grave 
of its victory, by giving "eternal life to as mauy as 
believe on him." Bless his holy name. 

The decree, "Ye shall bo gathered one by one,'' 
greets us wherever we go or look. The little vio- 
let, as it iB plucked by the laughing ohild to deco- 
rate the mantle, the monarch of the forest, as it 
bows to the will of the woodmen who turn the 
great oak into a stately mansion, or the little song- 
ster as it wings its way heavenward when it re- 
turns to its native home — all whhiper to us that we 
"shall be gathered one by one." 

The failing strength of mind and muscle, or the 
careworn look and the furrowed brow of the moth- 
er, the silvered head of the father, proclaim in un- 
mistakable terms that all are passing away. 

The paramount lesson of the hour to us is herald- 
ed from the word of truth, "Be ye also ready." 
We have no lease to our lives. Today is ours, to- 
morrow may close our accounts. The intuitive 
sense of self, the voice of nature, and the sacred 
oracle proclaim with emphasiB, "Prepare to meet 
thy God." 

The reaper has passed through our community 
and one more of our number has been taken. Our 
brother who has "finished his course," fought a 
long and persistent fight, and in his own words he 
said a few days ago to me, "I am not discouraged," 
and then as by inspiration he reowked, "Tell the 
young converts to work much for Jesus ; my only 
regret 1b that I did not do more for him." Turn- 
ing away and closing his eyes he said, "It is all 
right. The Lord's will be done." 

What a grand example of trust and noble advice 
from the lips of one who traveled with Jesus long 
years, yea, "walked with God and he was not, tor 
God took him." He finished his course and the 
Master said, it is enough, come up higher." 

Though he ahall no more greet us as of yore, yet 
his memory still lives, and his words of counsel 
will be monuments around which cluster fond rec- 
ollections. 

To the companion, who has been bereft of the 
dearest friend on earth, we have but words of con- 
solation to give. You have been left ; he haB been 
taken. The same hand that wounds can heal. 
God, in this sad hour, can sustain with the blessed 
promises in his word. 

Children, lather is gone. No more can you turn 
to him in the hour of need for counsel. The kind- 
ly greeting ho once gave von comes no more. The 
words that once were uttered so fluently from the 
lips, have ciased and are sealed. Would you have 
one who would stand by you in every hour of need, 
trust the one father trusted, believe the one he be- 
lieved. His God will teach you to say with one of 
old, "The Lord hath given, the Lord bath taken 
away, blessed be the name of the Lord." 

Friends and neighbors, no more will you enjoy 
his coming and going among you. Thih one of 
your number that you knew so many years, hie 
place at your hearthstone is vacated. Others may 
come and go, he will come no more. You may 
look for him, but your looking will be in vain. He 
has gone to the long home. 

Brethren, "one by one" our numbers go. Others 
step into the ranks to take the place of the depart- 
ed and thus the columns are kept filled. This one 
that we loved so dearly is at rest. The pew that 
he used to occupy is taken by others. No more 
will his kind words advise us or Ins presence en- 
courage us. He is here for the last time. We 
take him hence, he returns no more, yet we know 
that some time we shall worship together in the 
temple of God where parting is not. 

David, the man after God's own heart answered 
for us all today, when he eaid, "I shall go to him 
but he shall not return to me." Our brother has 
ceased to mingle with us, but some day we can go 
to him. It is but a question of time ; "one by one" 
the gleaner will garner us into the great storehouse 
of heaven. 

Brother, thou art gone. That rigid form, sealed 
lips and pallid brow, speaks to us of other climes, 
the life that God gave thee has returned to the 


giver ; the storms of earth are past, calm has come 
at last. 

"Surely tbon hast another lot. 
- There Is some home for thee 
Where thou shalt rest, remembering not 
The moaning of the sea." 

Asleep, not dead ; gone, but to rest ; home at 
last, sweet repose. 

We now return thine 6wn utterance of a few 
days ago : "The Lord's will be done. A long 
farewell. 


What is Ian t 

I look over the record of society and see a great 
book filled with the mistakes of man, and another 
book, which seldom feels the touch of pen on its 
pages, a book of man's pure deeds. What a con- 
trast I We must say man is but a vapor and when 
the sun of purity gives forth itB crystal rays he 
vanishes like a cloud in the distant blue. 

What ie man ? a passing cloud which gives life 
to the earth, for a moment, and then is lost in the 
darkness, or be is the flower of the valley, that 
drinks in the sweet Bunlight of purity, and creates 
a heaven among men, a place where sonow can 
not enter, a home, a family circle of love. 

J. LlTBNQOOD. 


Beaching; the Masses. 
The churches will never "reach the masses," 
until people with dirty faces and ragged clothes 
are welcomed in the house "of God. In the great 
majority of the churches they are not welcome 
now. Roman Catholics are much nearer solving 
this problem than Protestants are. Methodism 
touched the lowest stratum of the English speak- 
ing people once, but it does no longer except in 
its "mission" work, and not always in that. Pro- 
testantism is the religion of respectable people, and 
rather glories in it ; and in all civilized lands is 
getting further from the poorest and worst classes 
every year. It courts the rich and powerful, and 
does little for the rabble. We are led to believe, 
indeed, that it has little pity for those whose pos- 
sessions are only rage and grime, and that its feel- 
ing towards them is rather one of scorn or censure 
than of commiseration ; and yet fee wonder that 
we do not "reach the masses."— Western Chbis- 
tiau Advocate, 


Only "Ten Minutes." 

A touching story is told of the late Prince Napo- 
leon. He had joined the English army, and was 
one day at the head of a squad riding, horse back 
outside of the camp. It was a dangerous situation. 
One of the company said : "We had better return. 
If we don't^basten, we may fall into the hands of 
the enemy." "Oh," said the prince, "let us stay 
here ten minutes, and drink our coffee." Before 
the ten minutes had passed, a company of Zulus 
came upon them, and in the skirmish the prince 
lost his life. His mother, when informed of the 
facts, in her anguish said : "That was his great 
mistake from his boyhood. He never wanted to 
go to bed at night in time, nor to arise in the 
morning. He was ever pleading for ten minutes 
more. When too sleepy to speak, he would lift up 
his two little hands and spread out his ten fingers, 
indicating that he wanted ten minutes more. On 
this account I sometimes called him 'Mr, Ten 
Minutes.'" 

How many have lost not only their lives, but 
their precious, immortal souls, by this sin of pro- 
crastination ! When God calls we should prompt- 
ly obey. — Sel. 

Let not un worthiness scare the children of God. 
Parents love their children, not because they are 
more worthy than others, but because they are 
their own. — Leighton. 

Boll on, sweet day, which shall bring us into 
companionship with those who on earth were so 
kind and genial and loving, and who are now more 
radiant than when we knew them here. — Talmage, 

In one single quiet hour of prayer the soul will 
often make more progress than in days of company 
with others. It ia in the desert that the dew falls 
freshest and the air is purest. — H. Bonar. 

The best name by which we can think of God is 
Father. It is a loving, deep, sweet, heart-touching 
name ; for the name of Father is, ia its nature, full 
of inborn sweetness and comfort. — Lather. 
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